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ATOMIC QUESTION Edward Lloyd Voorhees 

Fire can bless and fire can blast; 
man creates and man destroys — 

What a prodigy is man! 

The ancient myth.records 
how the obedient eagle of Zeu3 
tortured Prometheus, 
chained to the rock, 

through countless years of living agony, 
because he stole fire 
from the gods of 'Olympus 
to give t.o man on earth. 


In time, ‘ • 

this fire taught man to build the hearth, 
and around the hearth grew the human family» 
human tenderness, che human arts, 
and’ all -man’s better dreams. 


But now 

- ’ .J-mvlst mankind face - 

a new. strange Fire of undated doom - 
'a‘terror more‘than fire," 
wrought by our new gods of Science 
and suspended in its fearful egg 
more potent than the hurricane, 
and tethered solely 
by the brittle leash of human whim. 


The Atomic Age is-here ... 
and also hell ... 

How long must we endure-its ominous threat? 

* How’long before the atom’s promised blessings 
eclipse Its curse — 
in a world reborn — 
by curbing universal greed? 


For mark it well •—* 

If greed and fear remain, 
our modern world, 
like ancient Troy, 

can fall — t „ 

"And one prodigious ruin swallow all. 
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REPORT FROM GERMANY 


Myrtle Kurth 


Mra. Myrtle Kurth, oh leave of absence from the 
vice-principalship at the McKinley Junior High School and 
on duty with the Allied Military Government in Germany, is 
director of a team to serve displaced persons in Munich, 
She writes: . 


"Don’t think I forgot my promise to write when I 
left in June, I have remembered it often these six speedy, 
full months. Yet always, I wanted to write the perfect let¬ 
ter with reports and impressions of significant things. It 
was never accomplished for several good reasons, the first 
and greatest being that there is no surety about any report 
or impression here. It changes hourly. Secondly, there are 
so many significant things that it is impossible to select 
from them those to write about. And thirdly, but not at all 
least, the most Interesting had better not be talked about 
at all! 

"I began adjusting my newspaper war experience 
with the actual evidences of war. That process is a great 
emotional adventure. It goes on every day as, bit by bit, 
your false feelings of security slip away, I smiled rueful¬ 
ly to myself the other afternoon as I was driven through 
the center of Munich. It was awfully cold but still a half 
frozen muddiness underfoot. My driver twisted and turned 
around the piles of rubble still in the streets, for blocks 
with no inhabitants; people dully walked in the road un- 
heedingly. No street lights. And I remembered my satisfac¬ 
tion when I picked up the Star-News one morning last spring 
and saw with what completeness we were bombing Germany. I 
remembered I thought. That would fix ’em. Little did I 
know! Europe is a frightful place to be in. Destruction oi 
material things Is awful, but destruction of those quali¬ 
ties in character that are bred in people in peace time, is 
more dreadful. Only the very strong can survive the corrup¬ 
tion which is so easily understood once you ve lived here. 
Bitterness, hate, cunning, greed and despair, are so much 
worse than hunger to see. 


"A Dutchman asked me the other day with bitter¬ 
ness, 'What can you do with a nation of children whom you 
taught to lie, steal, cheat, do a thousand 1o "» 

grading things when your country was occupied? The occupa¬ 
tion cost us greatly in lands, cattle, homes, men; but o 
irreparable Iobb and great tragedy lies .In what it has done 
to our character. 1 For survival these years, too often only 
the crafty rogue had a chance. paaad9na Repo rter 
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horace 


the guild mouse 


0 wheeu ll I sed as a klowd of dust from the Oven 
door hit m.e in the puss (face) whatz doin toots why all the 
dust'i ast. spring kleenin U dope sez rachel. o spring i sez 
o spring thow hast maid me 2 sing thow hast warmed my hart 
thow hast maid me shout tra la la ha ha the krokuses is out 
the vilets .is out ah the vilets a tutch of the hey ins in2 
the grass,' i sez. the peepers is peepin the beez is huzzin 
the birds Is chirpin tra la la ha ha. my blud preshur is hi 
o hi hi high up high ho high on .a hill high, on. a-kiowdsoft 
zefirs la* waftin ah the soft zeflrs on^a hill top high and 
a fl-eesy klowd in2 a topas ski. o the thrill of It 2 sit on 
a hi hill-with a klowd up high in2 a topas sky o such solt 
zefirs on a hill on a klowd high up i sez rummatin like. 

' o shut up sez rachel. U R kornie she sez. But my 
deer i sez spring is hear - spring is in2 my blud i sez. 

••■Spring id in my sowl 

o spring' spring thow hast got me 

the -ques.tshun is betwixt spring,and me 

Speek out spring hoem i doin? 

not so hot sayeth spring un2 me - 

the time‘has kum for me 2 speek she sez 
as-thoW'aint so ..uing as ye ust er be 
• ye kant go around ablllin and acooin 

thv daze R over for wooin ... ■ 

thy bre’th koms in pants when ye klims up a hill 
thy arteries R as hard as a parretsbi!l _ 
beleve U me brother get ye a hot water bottil 

and krawl in2 bed , 

: whil i waft away 2 the hill she sed 

2‘ karess the fuzz on a bumbil bee. 

i hope as U get stung and see 

if i- kare U old goat i sez., . •. . 

Rarhel o rachel did *U heer what she sed I ast but 
no ses raclXel 1 herd not a -*»%* **&?£%* 

as°dreemed WST-S* i sed or 
the flours and the sunshine - • •' - 

- hwas me as dreemed as twas me as is old as a krow 
: • with arteries so hard o woe is me o woe. 

<•••"' * : = He say it was sed rachel. lookit out th p£® e gt' 3 

rainin kats and dogs so it seems, spring sez 
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FAMILY LEGEND 


Zoo Colt 


In 1893, when Dr. Franz Krueger was eighty, his 
family urged him to give up his large and arduous practice. 
Let a younger man take it on, they argued, for, after all, 
he was eighty now, and surely fifty years of hard work had 
earned him a rest. But he laughed their arguments away: 
Why, he felt as young and strong as many men of forty -- 
and his proudly-erect shoulders and keen eyes seconded his 
claim — patients needed him, and he couldn’t exist without 
work. They knew, of course, that he was right. So, unmind¬ 
ful of his years, he went on as always, up and down the 
countryside, bringing more babies into the world, keeping 
vigil beside a sickbed with an anxious family, performing 
emergency operations under primitive conditions . In lamp- 
lighted kitchens far out in the back country. 


It was a hard winter, very cold and-with a great 
deal of snow, but no matter how.bad the day or the nl Sht he 
never failed to answer a call. Sometimes though. In the 
evenings, he looked very tired. In his Oxg * 
the fire, usually with a weighty medical tome open uponhis 
knees, his proud shoulders often drooped a little, while 
his great shock of hair seemed whiter, and the saber sc. 
on his face more prominent. Then it was that the family 
would again take to speculating upon the mystery of these 

scars. 

That they were the result of a duel fought in his 
university days in Vienna more than fifty years before, 
that It wL fL this reason he had left his own country and 
come to America, was common knowledge; but, thougi they 
suspected a woman, none of them had ever known the cause of 
the duel. Occasionally a bolder one (they all stood . ^e- 

cretly in slight awe of him) would dare ® X I 

tions, but he would at once, as the youngest daughter ex 
jessed it, "put on his most forbidding face, and they 
questioned him no more. Even Lucy, his wife, did not kno , 
Perhaps in the early days of their marriage she had.hoped 
for his confidence, but it had never come. Now they were 
both old. He had been a good husband and a good father, 
she may have ceased to wonder. 

At last the long winter came to an end, and it was 
soring. Then, when the heavy snows began to m,lt. the Ohi 
went upon one of Its periodic rampages 6 ^ " 

valley! In Harpersburg the water reached tne ^oond sto.y 
In almost every house. Disease spread r p -y. ^ t( & er Qf 
tbTopgrli several such, floods, .DX# p Ar ,i tr 

HITS*. He seemed to be everywhere at once., not only in 
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the first days of misery and terror but also in the long 
weeks following when the waters had receded and the people 
were going about the discouraging business of cleaning up 
their homes. It was a long and trying time that caused even 
the iron constitution of the doctor to falter. Never again 
was he quite so strong as he had been before. 


Lucy, too, had felt the strain. With the first hc^ 
days of summer she began to droop. She had been frail for 
many years, and her passing, on the second day of July, was 
like a going to sleep. 


Without her gentle influence, tho doctor drove 
hims.elf beyond his strength; and, just six weeks after her 
death, a dangerous infection developed in his foot. Al¬ 
though the foot needed constant attention, he wen,, on u. 
urgent call that came from far out in the country. Tne in¬ 
fection worked swiftly, and the family had barely time to 
gather near him. 

He 'lay very quietly in the great bed as though he 
knew that at last his work was done. A S ai ^t £he palenes 
of-his face the saber scars seemed more redly prominent 
than ever, and the hands that had wrought so much healing 
£e?e si hi. Suddenly he raised himself on an elbow his 

eyes strangely and happily alight. Then his voice,!strong 
and young and Joyous, cried out a name they had never heard 
c?oss his lips: ''Olga! Olga And then he was gone. 


More than a half ..-a century has passed f in ° e h ^ 3 
death, but his descendants still love to tell of his drama 
filled life, especially this story of that last 
he went back across fifty years and again found Olga 
must have been the lost love of his youth. 


GUILD MEETINGS 


At the April meeting of the Guild, 8 *30 P.vwood^s 
day evening, April 12, Mr. John Weatherwax of 
^shlw amoving picture^ depicting the history of Russia. 
This film, to run about lg hours, is a cutting York 

ies of films that were produced by Frank Capra in 


Mr. Weatherwax, it will be remembered, appeared 

before the Guild last October when he spoke on the subj 
of the San Francisco Conference, 
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THE KIND EVIL GIANT 


In a big cave on the top of a mountain, alone with 
hie grandmother, lives Cbaup Nua, the evil giant, who was 
once as bad, no doubt, as the very best specimen of an evil 
giant that ever lived. Such an ugly, peevish, grumpy, sour, 
musty old thing as he wasj Nothing could ever please_him* 
It was no good, either, his being so bad. No, he simply 
wanted to be an evil giant because it made him feel bad to 
be good, and that's all there was to it. 


"Gur-r-rJ Rur-r-r’ Ur-r-r."’ he used to growl and 
grumble away to himself. "Ain't there nothin a a „ 

find to feel put out about? I just gotta have a good time. 
Then he'd begin carrying on in a perfectly shameless 
something awful, pulling all the floors up and the ceiling 
down and turning the walls inside out. 

What a blessing it was for his grandmother that 
she was so deaf that she seldom knew what was going on ui- 
til she felt the floor shaking under her.feet. If she h~ 
to speak to him once, it was a hundred and one dozen time, 
■a day: "Chaup, if you gotta play these rou ? h games, play 
'em gently, or I just gotta put you outdoors. 

"pshaw»" he'd snort to himself away down deep in 
his throat like the rumble of a volcano. Oh, well, I was 
just agcin' to quit anyways. 1 

Then, for a little while, until she had turned her 
back ascain he'd almost behave himself because he 

want to go outdoors. You see, he was,f 6 ht, 

n io-ht when it was dark, but he couldn t bear the sun^gn , 
and was afraid to go out after day. For him, being put out- 
doors into the bright sunshine was Just like Joing put int 
a dark close? for Sost other folks. It made him shudder to 

think of it. 


and ChaupTa a?d°^ f U^m^ ly n hla darkest 

?fir^V^ n to^M fl sTa?r 

frpie^ant^r-^r^P^r^ggn'nrand testing himself in- 
alde out and back again, for he was in an exoeedlngly oalm 
and jolly mood that day. 

"Seems to me," said his grandmother, "as how you 
S e ror 0 ?w^ r J U \^s 80 l^y n8 ort^ m0 S ardel: or what, 
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that you be afidgetin' all over like you was stuck full of 
needles and pins?" 

"Har-rumphI" he growled, very sweetly, indeed, 

"Well, it’ll be New Year’s again, come tomorrow," 
she went on; "and I was awonderin' now, seein’ as how you 
be so happy - be you been amalcin' any new plans for your¬ 
self or not?" She thought maybe he might take the hint and 
improve his ways a bit, 

"Yes, gia'am, I be," he answered. "I be, indeed, I 
done resolved to go to school and study astronogy, or as- 
trolomy, or whatever you call it," 

"Land sakes.’ What’s that?" she asked, startled- 
like, snatching off her spectacles so she could see him 
better. 

"Why," he explained; "that’s what you study so as 
you kin learn all about the stars." 

"The stars?" she echoed, gasping with surprise, 
"What? Them little cold, burry things? Why, they be so high 
up they’ll never be no use to you ever at all." 

"Maybe not," said he, "so long as they stays put 
where they be; but when they atarts afailin’, I guess they 
kin be of a right lot of use. Yes, indeed." 

"Well, if you be agoin* to school, I do hope as to 
how you always make passin' marks." 

"I rather aim to do so, ma’am, as I expect to pass 
high overhead and make such marks as nobody kin ferglt. 

It came about, therefore, that, while Chaup Nua 
always stayed home every day, he always went out each night 
to prowl abroad through the land, to frighten folks and to 
do whatever harm he could do. When the stars came out like 
violets blossoming in the sky, he always came out too like 
a spike of the skunk cabbage blooming In the bog. Leaping 
upon a passing meteor, or a shooting star, that often came 
down close to the mountain top, away he would go, scooting 
off across the purple sky, his long red hair trailing i v. a 
blaze behind him. If he caught sight of anyone, he wc’.ud 
pounce down upon him and snatch him off to no one knew 
where, and that would be the last ever heard of him. 

"So you be agoin' out again tonight, be you? his 
grandmother would ask every night when she saw him getting 
ready. 
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"Yes, ma'am," he would shout Into her deafer ear. 
"It’s an awful hard lesson tonight." 

"Dear me, I do wish as how you'd study your stars 
a bit in the daytime oncet in a while like honest folks. Oh 
well, see as how you be home early. Do you hear?" 

"Yes, gia’am, I'll certainly not be late, you kin 

be sure." 

He always did come home early too. We have to give 
him credit for that. He always did come heme early in the 
morning, just a little before the sun, when Ms grandmother 
was sound asleep. 

Time went on and on. Other people and other things 
changed a little here and there, but Chaup Nua was still 
the same old evil giant, since he wouldn't get better and 
he couldn't get worse, "It's hard to understand, everybody 
said, "how he can live so high up near the sky, and be so 
low down and so mean," They were all so dreadfully afraid 
of him they didn't dare speak his name after dark, except 
in a whisper, for fear he might be listening round the cor¬ 
ner and think he was being called, and maybe, come running. 
"Something must be done with him," they said; 'but what in 
the world can we do?" Then someone suggested that they sim¬ 
ply write him a nice letter, asking him politely to parley 
for a truce. And this is the way the letter went:- 


Mr. Chaup Nua, 

Tauquitz Mountain. 

Dear Sir: , „ 

We now take our pen in hand as we now, sir, 

aim one and all to drop you Just a line or two to 
let you know that we bear no grudges and, since we 
have worried and lost so much real good sleep all in 
all, that we Intend to sue for peace. We regret, sir, 
and have now completely forgotten if ever we under¬ 
stood quite all this constant war is about - a mls- 
founded, stupid, old meaningless thing, a bad busi¬ 
ness, sir, that we are agreed ought to stop II us 
going to. And so if you please, let us now all wel 
come back a real just peace. To this, our g°°d ° f w “ 
ice waits for you forever to command. Hoping you will 
hear and know how we feel, we assure you that we all 
stand ready to turn a new leaf, working both day and 
night into the days to come that peace may dawn, sir, 
and forever after so brighten all our lives that we 
outshine the sun. 

Yours truly, 

(Signed) A, Scribe. 
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After the letter was written, there was a long de¬ 
lay because they had to put an ad. In the foreign papers to 
find someone who would deliver It, since no one in 
country, of course, would go anywhere near the evil giant. 
2 SSSld youplease be so kind,” they asked the messenger, 
when he finally arrived, "as to take this letter to Mr. Nua 
up She?e on the mountain?" And they filled his hands with 

gold. 

*•Whv ” he cried, ”for a handful of gold, I would 
take a bagful’of letters to Mr. Chaup Nua.” He didn t know 
the evil giant. 

So, all day long, the man tolled up the mountain 
and, some time after nightfall, Juat a ^tle after the 
evil giant had gone out, he reached the in 

everythin* was as dark as the shady side of a blaok cat in 
a Sg at mid^ght, and he couldn’t have found the cave If 
he hld wafked g^t into it. "It looks as though 1U1 Just 

ss? if ifS-sjsr 

the rocks and the tall lodge-pole P » . . a-nttered 

gaze up at the sky, a black, moonless ^^hat glittered 

with stars. "Myi My: How close and bright the stars are P 
hp y, p And how they do twinkle and shake, just as xx way 
might be getting kind of loose in their sockets. d h P 
none of them falls down on me tonight. ^d how iaany ™ 
are, too’ One, two, three, — fifty-six, fifty-seven, ... 
In another half minute he was fast asleep. 

Next thing he knew, some time al° n 6J,”-^was^he 

like ten thousand sky-rockets tied into one. into the 

5? mountain for some little 7 ° i S 

bottom of a gully where it struck with the sound ox 

shot. 

That was the evil giant Just getting home. 

"Good heavens:" cried the “ an * Led“£f by°mor£ 

huge falling atari And I don L!^ P o? 9 some thing like this." 
than an inch, either. I was afr the ver f first thing 

S i!g P :S. U ShMoS* , Sf*tS t oS.: «*>.. enough almost for 
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him to touch it. Right across the middle of the door, in 
big brown letters, were carved the words:- 

CHAUP NUA HIS GAVE 
KEEP OUT 

"Well, I neverJ" he exclaimed as he rubbed his two 
eyes into his head to keep them from popping out, "Here 
I've been spending the whole blessed night on Mr, Nua's 
very front doorstep, lying on these cold-blooded stones, 
when I might have been safe inside with him," 

He was Just about to rap when suddenly, from down 
in the gully, he caught sound of the evil giant coming up 
to the cave. Tramp, tramp, tramp, he was coming up through 
the glen, quite plainly in a very good humor that morning, 
too, for he was only growling and snarling as he came along 
banging his club against the boles of the trees, 

"I wonder what all that noise can be," thought the 
man, "Sounds like a pack of mountain lions." He began to 
knock and to pound away upon the door of the cave; but the 
giant’s grandmother was still asleep, and she couldn’t have 
heard him anyway, even if he had knocked the door down, 
"Oh, I do hope Mr, Nua is home and will get up and let me 
in pretty soon," he cried as the noise grew louder and 
louder, "If this isn’t a scary place, then I’ve never seen 
one." But, Just then, he began to hear the evil giant 
snarling and grumbling away to himself, in his very sweet¬ 
est tones. 

"Ugh.*" the giant was saying; "ugh hoo hoo, tootoo, 
and that for you. D—-xl—sy—to—prjtz. 

"Why, that must be Mr. Nua, now," said the man to 
himself. "I suppose he just slipped out the back way to see 
what’s making all the noise, and he sounds as if he's a bit 
put out about it, too." 

• And then, while he was wondering if he should go 
to meet him, there was a big stir among the trees, and up 
rose a huge pair of hands. They swept the branches wide a- 
part; and out over the tree tops popped the frightful face 
of Chaup Nua, the evil giant, himself, with his great mane 
of tangled red hair all sticking out on end. 


(What will happen to the messenger boy? Will the giant get 
sunstroke? Tune in next month and find out.) 
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ARROW OF FLAME By Noureddln Addis. Pasadena 


Dunya Press 


Reflecting a number of Ms varied mooas ana inter¬ 
ests, Noureddln Addis arranges’Ms latest volume of poetry, 
"Arrow of Flame," into five groupings of poems allied as to 
subject and mood, from early recollections of 
"Dark Labyrinths," grave poems called forth£y the late jar. 
These poems are without an exception painstakingly written, 
revealing care in the choice of word and phrase. While of 
ten wistful, sometimes plaintive, they are generally cheer 
ful in tone, expressive of hope; only in some of the war 
poems, as might be expected, does the author give way 
any pessimism. 

Illustrated by Alfred James Dewey, the 
is well printed, clear in its type, with plenty of artistic 

spacing. 

For'the most part, as veMcles of his verse, the 

author uses free verse, a number of F ^ e f° h ,^°^ er ai W ell 
Petrarchan sonnet. Of these, the sonnet is in general welt 
handled and most expressive, for it is in this strict form 

that the author is usually at Ms best, not f oJtoMng 

cal of the usual moods of the man as most, the following 

sonnet from ‘"Dark Labyrinths," fioSffora 

in ffleiinff. reveals his skill with tMs difficult 
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